NOMAD

It was after ten when I came down to breakfast on
Christmas morning. Propped against my chair was
the picture of Aleppo under snow.

yi

Altounyan had managed to obtain from Area Command
a large, ancient staff car which rather resembled a tank.
In this rumbling antiquity we crossed the Jordan to
lunch with Glubb at Amman, for I was anxious to dis-
cover his plans before I made mine.

We had settled down to talk in his study when his
son, Paris, aged seven or so, came in beating a powerful
drum. I watched the scene with amusement. At first
Glubb decided to ignore the drum, but though he was
able to think and speak above the din, I was unable to
hear what he said. Now of old I remembered that he
gave his commands in the same gentle phrase both in
English and Arabic.

" Would you like to close the window/' he would
say, and you leapt to your feet and closed the window
quick.

So now he said to his son Faris, " Would you like to
go and play that drum outside ? "

"No,"said Faris.

Later that afternoon it was decided that I should
return to Amman on January I4th when Glubb would
fly with me to Akaba.

Altounyan and I drove back to Jerusalem in the
darkness.